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With me he never would have stayed;
From him no 'harm my babe can take;
But he, poor man, is wretched made;
And every day we two will pray
For him that's gone and far away.

Again there is Ruth (1799), who is carried away by
the sweet words of the young Georgian, by his
enchanting descriptions of the Tropics* She allows
him to lead her to the altar, but the young husband,

soon   caught  again  by his passion for a free and

wandering life, shortly after leaves her and she
becomes mad with grief*

Fifteen years later, we find the same story told
again in The Excursion,1 but this time in a tone of
edification* We are invited to mourn over the poor
young peasant girl Ellen, so grave and so beautiful,
who yet wan .seduced and had for sole comfort the
child of her sin. Poverty drives her to hire herself
as a nurse; her child dies. Ellen fades away and dies
full of repentance.

XI

THUS did Wordsworth give utterance to his trouble

when he thought of Annette. This is certainly not
forgetfulness. In letters he wrote to Dorothy in 1800
he still spoke with tender feeling of Annette and her
child. But what was beyond his control was to
prevent his imagination from becoming estranged
from her as from a being alien to his deeper nature.
She appeared to him more and more as an accident,
a surprise in the course of his existence. As early
* Book VI. 786-X073-The only
